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PRBOSPHROVTUS 


THE AMERICAN FLORA: 


R, 
History of Plants and Wild Flowers indigenous to every part of the Globe. 





The publishers of this work, in issuing their second volume, cannot but express 
themselves highly gratified by the far more than anticipated patronage it has received, 
and as the sales justify additional outlay, its progress will be marked by additional 
embellishments, and each of the twelve numbers will form not only a scientific work 
of reference and study, but a beautiful and chaste ornament for the drawing room 
table, of taste and fashion. The American Fora, is intended as a standard work, 
founded upon the Linnean System ; its correctness in name, classification, descrip- 
tion, order, character, general and specific; medicinal properties and uses of the va- 
rious plants and herbs of which it treats, has received the highest encomiums from 
some of our most celebrated botanists, and physicians, and the plants and flowers 
exhibited by the engravings are true to Nature, for they are her copies ; and the exe- 
cution unequalled in any work of this description. This is certainly the cheapest 
Floral publication that ever emanated from the American or English press. 

The present Volume will be published in twelve Monthly Numbers, commencing 
on the first day of March, 1847. » Each Number will contain sixteen pages, letter press, 
and from four to six beautiful Colored Engravings of plants or flowers. No expense 
or labor has been spared to place the Fiora on a high stand in the taste and literature 
of the day. 


TERMS—INVARIABLY IN ADVANCE. 


Vol. one, bound in rich gilt, - - - - $4 00, Vol. one bound and Vol. two in Nos., - - $6 00 
Vol. one, bound plain, gilt back, - - - 3 50! Two copies in Nos.one year, to one address, - 5 00 
Vol. two, subscription for twelve Nos., - 3 00; Single Nos., - - - - - 0 25 


Usual discount made to Booksellers and Agents who will interest themselves in 
getting subscriptions. 


THE BOUND VOLUME AND NUMBERS ARE FOR SALE AT THE FOLLOWING PLACES. 


H. Long & Brothers, 32 Ann street, Mii Zieber & Co., Ledger Buildings, Philadelphia. 
Burgess & Stringer, under Am, Museum, } Saxton & Kelt, Washington street, Boston. 
Wm. H. Graham, Tribune Buildings, ; redding & Co., State street, ‘“ 

Wm. H. Taylor & Co., 2 Astor House, as Wm. Taylor & Co., Jarvis’ Buildings, Baltimore. 
A. Hegeman, 200 William street, “ig ; Ii. H. Bowers, 10 Central Row, Hartford, Conn. 


R. T. Shannon, 115 Nassau street, ° $ Amos Head, Charleston, 8. C. 


All subscriptions and remittances should be addressed (post paid) to J. C. 
Burpick, 22 Spruce street. 
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Judy’s Lectares—-No. 12. 


ON PHILANTHROPY. 


HIS new Utilitarian Science that is 
just now making so much noise in 
the world, is, as we understand it, a 
sort of Charity Made Easy—Charity 
refined into a popular pursuit, and 
adapted tothe very meanest capacity. ‘ This,” 
many will exclaim, ‘ must be an excellent thing 
for mankind. How grateful ought we to be 
to those noble-minded men who first demo- 
\ cratized the Chief Virtue, and made it accessi- 
ble to all—and by gilding the pill of Charity, 
tempted even the most uncharitable and nar- 
row-hearted to swallow it.” But this praise 
we fear proceeds froma hasty view of the sub- 
ject, for notwithstanding the solemn declaration 
of the great Fournier, and others of his class, 
we incline to the opinion that Virtue is not 
gregarious. Itflourishes not inherds. Chari- 
ty is retiring, modest, and secret in its nature, 
" and any attempt to make a joint stock affair of 


it, either under the name of PuiLanruropy, or other specious guise, will 
inevitably degrade it to a mere affair of dollars, like any other joint stock 
speculation. 

Puitaruropy in practice is an abstract virtue. Charity is one of 
detail. Philanthropy is speculative; eternally endeavoring ‘to benefit 
posterity, or to exalt the savage—blessed in ignorance—above his nar- 
row circle of natural vices; into the illimitable range of the same vices, 
multiplied almost to infinity by Art, or Civilization. Charity, on the 
other hand, is a humble virtue of fact, relieving the suffering of to-day, 
which it can find in its own path, in its daily walks. 

We have a quarrel with Philanthropy also, for having cheapened Vir- 
tue. We have a horror of any thing too cheap. Cheap literature, we 
think, has proved a very doubtful blessing to the world, and the man 
who upon proper reflection does not acknowledge cheap newspapers to 
be a monstre curse upon the yet-developing mind of the rising genera- 
tion, (and that part of the risen generation, who consent to have their 
thinking done for them by any blockhead for a cent a day)--that man we 
hold to be non compos mentis. 

Cheap literature teaehes a people to read instead of to think—to read 
too, the crudities of readers—-not thinkers. But cheap Charity! Oh! ye 
twin demons of Selfishness and Expediency, who brought forth Philanthro- 
py to overthrow the golden rule-—** Do unto others as ye,”’ &c.—and set 
up in its place the brazen one of “ the greatest good of the greatest num- 
der ;” how well did ye understand the ruling ‘‘ spirit of the age’’—-the 
want ofa “progressive” era! Philanthropy instituied pcor-houses, alms- 
houses and hospitals—not in the spirit of Charity, but on principles of 
economy. It was cheaper by clubbing to the dregs of Charity, (as our 
young men enter clubs to obtain by general subscription luxuries which 
would be more expensive if purchased individuelly,) to afford poverty— 
the victim of wealth--the means of creeping to his grave unperceived, 
than by more equalizing the products of God’s earth——-which man calls 
his, and whose bounties are perverted to the production of human mise- 
ries--to remove his wretchedness and make him feel that he too was a 
man. 

The ruling principle of Pa1Lanturopy is Utility. It has a cold, cal- 
culating system,—believing chiefly in the virtues of the multiplication 
table, and contriving both how the miseries of the world may be relieved 
and turned to acconnt. Thus in one instance it repeals the Corn Laws 
——an odious tax as all must confess—-but the real motive for the inter- 
ference of Puitanturopy was the Utility of the plan. Less in fact to 
enable the poor to obtain cheap food than to enable them to work cheap- 
er. Again, witha strange incongruity, it advocates the reverse princi- 
ple and is the friend of high taxes, whith although extortionate towards 
the million, is upon the whole profitable in a monetary point of view, and in- 
creases the advantages and necessity of Work. And then tojustify such ig- 
noble doctrine Philanthropy asserts that the chief end of man is} Work,—- 
Work ; and prates numerously and prettily about the “ dignity of la- 
bor,” thus connecting the first curse of God; into a prime blessing con- 
ferred upon Man. Oh! but our own gorge rises when we open some 
well-bound book of flippant nonsense, woven into jingling rhymes, by a 
perfumed and kid-gloved petit maitre of chiming twaddle, exhorting all 
the nations in the world to Labor; and while prattling about the ‘ new 
era,” “ progression,’’ and all that kind of thing, going back and raking 
up from the rubbish of defunct falsehood, that famous lie of the dark 
ages—the offspring of Superstition and Tyranny--* laborare est orare.” 
Work! The grand aim of Heaven in creating man was accomplished 
when the steam-engine was invented. The noblest occupation of man 
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is ‘* producing” calicoes, that thereby he may extort wealth from others 








to leave behind him at his death. Whata place of torment ‘0 a Phi- 
lanthropical cotton or iron-makor will be a Heaven without +pinnin y- 
jennies, orany other means of toil? Goto the antthou” greevy “ bo. 
est man.” Go tothe bee thou Philanthropist whose “ work’? is per- 
formed by a thousand proxies, mark how they lay up winter store for the 
use oftheir several insect republics,watch if there are any among 
them who “ work” by traflicing in the toil of others, and learn a lesson 
of justice and wisdom. 

One peculiarity of Painanrurory amuses usexceedingly, All the 
world has observed the swarm of Philanthropic novels and tales which 
infest us. Thechief aimof the author—- English especially--appears to 
be, to prove that Virtue is synonymous with rags, and that every thing 
well dressed is vicious. We are sorry that Envy should bea concomi- 
tant of Philanthropy, but such appears to be the fact as it regards these 
Philanthropists of fiction. 

Now, whoever knows any thing about authors, knows they are the 
last persons in the world to be troubled about the woes of any body but 
themselves ; and when depicting the virtue of rags they are generally 
ragged themselves ; but should fortune smile on them, they quickly dis- 
cover the virtues of the rich, unless, indeed, their notorious vanity and 
envy should urge them to rail against all who are a little above them in 
worldly goods: 

In conclusion, we would advise the Professors of Philanthropy to 
abandon both it and Jeremy Benruam at once, and return to the good 
old system of Charity, and to remember the excellent maxim: “Actions 
speak louder than words.” 


JUDY'S VALENTINES. 


Santa Anna to President Polk. 


nu James K. Polk, Oh James K Poux, 
-. How could you searve me so ! 
~~ You know the way to make a friend ' 
Of one you've made a foe! 







g-~~ 1 once surprised Cotumata’s sons, 
And twisted round their necks-—as 
Poulterers do their fowls-- 
Some years ago at Texas. 


ZZ I, 


They soon the compliment returned, 

Altho’ my troops were picked—-- 
So.papo’s Brave-—o’er caught in flight 
By Hovston’s men were licked. 


MLL, 


I cut my stick to save my head! 
Though smart, old Sam was smarter! 
He found me in a swamp I own— 
And there he caught a Tarter! 


oF 
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I swore more oaths than e’re before 
From one man were expected— 

All Solenthly—that from that time ! 
Your rights should be respected. 


% (sb 
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I swore them all, and meant to keep 
Them long enough to save— 

All that remains of one who has 
Now one foot in the grave. 


Sam let me go! of course I laughed 
At words so idly spoken— 

For oaths like pumpkin Pies you know 
Are made but to be broken ! 


Now had he held me tight that time 
The chances are ! should’nt— 
Have taken arms against you now, 

The reason, why I could’nt. 


Or when of late—you did consent— 
Thinking to gain your ends— 

To let me enter Mexico— 
To rally round my friends— 


As you supposed to aid your cause 
By letting fighting cease— 

And by my work done out of sight 
Aid you ‘‘to Conquer peace.” 


Had “Conner” had the word to fight 
The *‘ Crarr” (I like that name)— 

Which bore me “ to Brave Mexico,” 
To raise its fallen fame. 
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Within your power no sucking dove 
More mildly could have roared ! 

And you'd have had my warmest thanks 
(All gammon) for your Boarp. 


But as it is with grief I own 
No chance of peace I know— 
Confined I'm your obsequeons friend— 
At Large your bitterest foe ! 


You well know this, and yet alas! 
(My tears fall as I write)-- 

You will not keep me when you ought, 
But drive me forth to fight. 


If fault there be on any side-- 
My Presipent ’t:s thine! 

I Date From Mexico--where you 
Dispatched ** your Valentine. ” 


SANTA ANN. 


MADAME W EISSE to CITEZEN POVEY. 


Sare I never not no more, 
So long as I live, 
Not to you Von Groschen—enoore 
More shail give— 
Because for dis reason, 
Why shall I more pay-gent 
For not nossing at all, 
When I are my own A-gent? 


Aha! tell me dat? 
I have children four dozen— 
Dey is all Cousin Germans-— 
But dis von you dont cozen! 
Bekase--if you please 
I feels much enragement ! 
To pay a per centage— 
On all dere engagement ! 


Se now Minheer Povey 
Don't stop—shilly shally-- 
But coupe bout Barton— 
And depeche vous allez ! 
Dat is, sare run way. 

And no more advertisement ! 
For you'll find, Monsieur P.— 
It is quite oder wisement 

By her what is writing 

Dis one, two, tree line— 

So no more jus now from 


Sare, Your VALENTINE, 


MADAME WEISS. 


THE YELLOW FEVER 


To the American Troops. 


Advance your standards go ahead, 
Earn chaplets green of Laurel, 

Use steel and powder, never heed, 
If right or wrong the quarrel. 


On Pato AtTo proudly think, 
That blood and death stained fray, 
Hurl high your caps and shout aloud 
Hurrah for Monterey ! 


Fresh trophies gather, stop not now, ~ 
Spread desolation round ! 

Till conquered peace in Mexico-- 
In fetters lieth bound. 


Advance—advance-—-and !earn at once 
The fame which heroes prize, 

Like knight of old by actions bold 
Delight your mistress’ eyes! 


Push on with speed while yet you may 
In pride of healthful bloom, 
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The time is coming fast when I 
Shall lead you to the Tomb! 


A few brief weeks your lives are yours, 
When they have fied they're mine, 

And Dears shall be the Groomsman grim, 
For Mr—-Your Valentine. 


) ge 


T the last meeting of the City 
I’athers, Ald. Hart (the fascinating) 
moved that the City hospitalities be 
tendered to that Queen of jokes— 
the patroness of the witty board of 
Aldermen—* need he say that he 
alluded to the inimitable Jupy.” 
And then Brapy arose. Brady 
the envious, the wicked, and said 
that what the Alderman proposed 
was no joke at all, he objected to 
desecrating that grave ceremony by 
performing it in honor of a female ; | 
especially of one who bore, to say 
the least, a very equivocal charac- 
ter. And then Brady, the mali- 
cious, the inexorable, began to ridi- 
cule the personal beauty of Jupy. He insinuated that her countenance 
was eruptive, her nose he might say was perfectly volcanic, seeing that | 
its eruption proeeeded from the crater. Here they all cried “shame,” | 
—and well they might. Gentlemen might cry “ shame,” but he should 





| speak his mind fearlesaly and freely. He had paid a visit to the lady in 


question, and instead of receiving him with the hospitality due to his 
station, sbe saluted him with a ribald jest. She was at that time surround- 


| edby a circle of disreputable, witty fellows, whom he would swear never 


paid a tailor’s bill in their lives. She was lunching upon a beefsteak and 
porter in her own office—Was that ladylike? He was also informed that | 
the mighty covering she wore upon her head, was not muslin hut paltry 


| foolscap; was this the person to whom the City hospitalitics should be | 
| extended? And then—let the world stand stil while we write it—the | 
| daring wretch declared that Old Hart brought up this notion, because he | 


had been too familiarly acquainted “with Jupy.” 

A yell of scorn burst from the lips of the assembled Fathers, at this | 
atrocious imputation on the character of their beloved Patroness. Ben- 
son ran about the room in a frenzy of anger, now stamping fiercely upon 
the floor, and now tearing the hair from his respected head. But the 
rage of Mesero.e was sublime as the wrath of Aehilles. He looked 
upon Brapy in silent defiance for a moment,—fearfully he ground his 
teeth—then retiring to a remote part of the room he slowly removed his 
coat, and commenced pitching into “ his own shadow on the waill,with 
such vigorous courage as soon to deprive his hands of every particle of 
flesh, and expose his kauckles all gaunt and gory. 

The President’s hammer at length recalled him from this manly pas- 
time, and restored something like order. Ald. Harv, (bless him the dear 
fellow,) quickly wiped off from the character of Jupy the foul stain | 
which Brapy, the wicked, had cast uponit. He too had visited the dis- | 
tinguished lady, he had gazed enraptured upon her charms, he denied 
unequivocally tle account of her personal appearance given by Brapy. 
He had found that lady amiable and warm hearted, she extended to him 
the right hand of fellowship, and he being a jolly good fellow, and one 
who went for “the rights” of women, took it and in all innocence and 
good will, pressed it to his lips. She had further honored by walking 
with him as far as Ald. Stoneall’s, where they partook of some refresh- 
ment, (What wasit?) He had no objection to answer that question, 
they took a gin sling each, and the lady contrary to his desire insisted 
upon standing treat. She offered also to treat the whole Board at any 
time, and this wus the treatment she received in return. He called on 
Ald. Srongat to corroborate his statement. He had solicited that 
honored lady to accompany him to an oyster saloon, whieh however, she 
declined doing, as she was engaged to dine at Windust’s with her team 
of coadjutors, whose appetites failed them in her absence, and this upon 
his honor as an Alderman was all that had passed between them. 

Atp. Srongaut corroborated al] that Ald. Harr had said, and chal- 
lenged Ald. Brapy or any other person who would dare to impugn the 
character of lhe excellent Jupy, to run a tilt of twelve impromptu jokes 
onthe spot. Applause. 

Ap. Meserore, (the well-beloved,) arose, and indignantly declared 


"that the proceedings of that night were a disgrace to the body of the 


corporation. He moved that Ald. Brapy sings a comic song or pay 
fora dozen ef Champaigne for his strange misconduct that night.— 
Carried by acclamation. 
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Brapy, (the penitent,) in dismal tones then attempted to sing. Thus 


he commenced : 


“Oh when I wasa little boy, 
I had but little wit: 
It’s a long time ago, 
And I’ve got no— 


He could proceed no further, tears streamed down his cheeks and he 
wept aloud. When he had recovered himself a little he avowed his wil- 
lingness to pay the fine, to retract his assertions, and to vote for Harr’s 
motion. 

The motion was then put, ‘‘ That the City hospitalities be offe;ed to 
Jupy, and the ‘‘mad wags” who are engaged with her, and was carried 
unanimously. The Father's then went to supper, jokes were abundant 
but under the influence of Champaigne they were altogether too good 
for our reporter to notice. 


A Reason. 


Not yet found by a writer in the Home Journat. 
Twas worse than cruel I declare 
When shame a heartlesss bevy-cried ! 
Twas natural a éhing so light 
Should quickly quit a Heevyside. 


Gingerbread Men, No. 10. 


Belonging to almost every Church establishment there is generally 
one lay member more corspicuously pious than the rest, and who wil- 
lingly bends his back to receive the burdens of the church business. He 
is foremost at vestry meetings, always has charge of one of the plates 
for collections, and perseveringly superintends painters, glaziers, and 
carpenters, when either are employed upon the church building. This 
is the Religious Gingerbread Man. He dresses in black, envelopes his 
throat with a white bandage, combs his hair, if he be not bald, back 
from his forehead, dips his nose into a white cambric on entering his 
pew, and wears well polished boots with a sanctimonious creak in the 
soles. The struggle between bile and religion in his face is frightful. 
Sometimes a sort of compromise is made between the two, and the re- 
sult is a countenance of a most cadaverous character, The Religious 
Gingerbread Man is too mcek for humility, too pious for religion, and too 
tight lac ed in all his ideas for common decency or propriety. ‘Though he 
often confesses himself a sad sinner, and who will doubt the worthy 
man, a miserable victim of innate depravity, the Religious Gingerbread 
Man has his moments of pride and exaltation. Only see him when in 
the eyes of the full congregation the sexton walks up the aisle mysteri- 
ously and whispers in his ear, how knowingly he nods to the sexton in 
return, and with what dignity he rises from the seat and makes a so- 
lemn exit in the direction of the vestry. The flutter among the little 
Gingerbread people in the pew plainly tells the importance attached to 
these public private communications. The Religious Gingerbiead Man 
is a rigorous man in the management of his household. He will not 
suffer a newspaper to be read in his family on the Sabbath for the world, 
but he will sit after dinner between church times, balancing his ledger 
on the top of his worldly nose, till the ring of the bell summon him to 
display another sort of accountability. He and his pious heipmate have 
a horror of all kinds of dissipation, yet with an inconsistency not easily 
explained, they will desert their homes every evening in the week for 
lectures and prayer meetings, leaving their children to the excellent 
culture of ignorant and ill-bred servant women. They humbug them- 
selves into a belief that the distribution of a tract or the punctual atten- 
dance at a church lecture wil! sanctify the desertion of their family, that 
the welfare of the Hottentot is of more consequence than the rightful 
culture of their own offspring and think by professing religion, they are 
fully entitled to all the blessings which flow from its practice. 


Invalided Clergy. 


We perceive by the City papers that the Rev. Nathaniel Lillywhite 
is about to make the tour of Europe in pursuit of health, the vestry of his 
church having in the handsomest manner consented to pay the expenses 
of the ip. We have lately noticed an alarming increase of sickness 
among the members of the clerical profession, and observed with some 
surprise that a trip to Europe is the remedy prescribed in almost every 
case. The medicine though expensive is rather pleasant to take, but we 
fear is not well calculated to stay the progress of disease among this 
afflicted body of sufferers. It is a little unfortunate that the limited ex- 
tent of Uncle Sam's dominions does not afford the requisite room for 
exercise or our own rich pastors might travel at home, and while gather- 
ing strength and health acquire some knowledge of their own country 
and her people, which might possibly be of service in the discharge of 
the holy functions of their office. 
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| 
Congressional Tyranny. 


port of the proceedings of the House on Saturday, during the attempt 
of Mr. Wentworth, of IIl., to address the House im reply to an attack 
upon him in the Union of Friday last. 

“Mr. Bayly offered a resolution instructing the same committee to 
enquire whether other reporters or letter writers have published libellous 
improper appropriation of envelopes. It was rejected.” 

The above we clip from the Congressional reports of the newspapers, 
We trust that such resolutions will never be adopted by the House of | 
Representatives. Goodness knows there is not much pastime stirring | 
in the country, and things are indeed } 


| 








Coming to a pretty pass, 


when the reports of our legislative bear gardeu are not to be faithfully 
reported. 

Can any thing be more preposterous, than that the country should 
keep, at an enormous expense, a merry troup of law-making bufloons, 
to play their fantastic tricks, and yet be robbed of all enjoyment deriva- 
ble from the great National Farce daily acted in the House of Repre- 
sentatives. We call upon tife reporters and conductors of the Press to 
make a manly stand against this encroachment on the liberties of the 
press, We have a right to have every witty blasphemy, every ribald 
joke, every coarse allusion, and every vulgar act, whether performed 
with sausages, cigars or tobacco, properly reported for the edification of 
the several constituencies of the Nation, and the amusement of the 
world at large. 

If any Member of Congress is found 








Interfering with the freedom of the Press, 


we call upon our brethren of the quil! to combine, and be unanimous in 
the resolution of 
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‘A resolution was offered by Mr. Douglass, for expelling the repor- | 


ters of the Union newspaper, for a false, scandalous and disrespectful re- | 


' 
| 
| 
} 
| 


reports, and whether any member of this House had been guilty of an 





“Giving him fits.” | 
A protty state of affairs truly if the country is to be robbed of its | 
amusement, so generously paid for! * Put the gag upon party if you | 
please, stop freedom of discussion by clamour, spend a day in defining | 





the word ‘‘ to-morrow,” and valiantly resolve to “ sit each other out,” to | 
test the respective powers of endurance of the Whig and Democratic 
aac all this and the people will not quarrel with you, for there | 


is some fun in it. But deprive us of the pleasure of learning how your | 
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cry of 





The Liberty of our country is at STEAK. 





A Chance for Interpreters at the Post Office. 


Mangus Wessex of Childish notoriety-—has discarded Citizen Povey—- 
and issued a Card in the Herald, in which she stipulates * that all Let- 
ters shall be addressed to her—and post paid in German.” Enterpris- 
ing young professors should apply as above. 


Conundrum, 


That ought to have won the Watch—that did'nt go—at the Taberna- 
cle—by Tue ImmoMrat MaSks. 

Why is a Cab Horse with a quantity ef hair on its neck like an in- 
sane individual ? 





A.—Because—its—a Maney-haeck!1 Oh Henry. 


Trade Report. 


Beef is rather Lively on entering the 
Slaughter Houses—but is foundto hang like 
a dead weight upon the purchasers hands. 
Calves are coming into season—-several well 
dressed Heads may be seen on the sunny 


legislative revels are conducted, and we will be the first to raise th | 


} ny 


Calumny Ref uted. 


felicity of being killed off before their time, and of resuscitating to 
enjoy the melancholy pleasure of reading their own memoirs, and the 
enthusiastic eulogies of partial friends. Something of this kind hap- 

| pened to us last week. We were taking our leisurely promenade 
! on Broadway, rapt in profound contemplation ; when a shrill voice 
| started us from our reverie with the fearful and wicked proclamation— 
| **’Ere’s the Yankee Doodle, and the death of Judy!!!” We called 
the urchin to us. ‘‘ What,” said we, ‘* is the poor lady dead indeed ?” 
Tears started to the innocent perpetrator of other’s malice—imbeciles 
who fear and hate us—as he iooked piteously in our face, and sobbed 
“‘ Yes, she’s gone!” We gave the roguea shilling for his quick hu- 
manity, and for the love he bore to our memory. ‘ You knew her 
then poor youth ?” we asked. ‘ Know'd her?” was his prompt reply, 
‘* guess I did, war’nt she a trump? She was nothing else!” We re- 
stored the rucful sympathiser to joy, by assuring him we were not 
dead—that we had no notion of dying—that we hoped by our jokes to 
alleviate the sorrows of his old age. ; 
We passed over to the City Hall, something strange had certainly 
occurred, sorrow was upon the countenances of all we met. On the 
steps the Alderman of the Twentieth, was holding forth to a small 
mob in a furious manner—malicious joy was upon his features, and 
shining in his eyes. We listened a moment. The wretch was ex- 
ulting in the “‘ death of Judy.” He caught our eye, and ran howling 
and shrieking through the hall in terror. Buta posse of Aldermen 
rushed toward us, half smothering us with their paternal embraces, 
as with tears in their eyes they congratulated us on our being alive, 
and heaped Aldermanic anathemas upon the heads of the witlings, 
whe had raised the monstrous report. 
There was gloom in Nassau street—there was sorrow in Wall—and 
deep dejection hung over the Exchange. Cotonex Wess was heart- 
broken ; so intense had been the grief of the excellent Colonel, ‘that 
the very nap of his hat had turned grey. How extravagant was the 
joy of all when we showed ourself in proporia persona. 
Now if the very harmless jesters who sought to advance their own 
interests by killing us off before our time, did actually intend it as a 
joke—however dismal—we forgive them in consideration of the bold- 
ness of the intention; but in the name of Morruevs (their God) let 
them never again attempt such a ridiculous impossibility. Some peo- 
ple may think, that we have been rather cruel in assailing with the 
weopens of wit and satire defenceless Dullness—defenceless since Na- 
ture has not supplied it with those arms. But we can assure them 
that it no more an 


| Lorp BrovGnam and other distinguished personages have had the 
| 
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side of Broadway. There is a good deal } 
wa) 
of controversy, as to whether Beef or Pork 
goes, but a friend of ours, from Cincinnati, | 
says he has made up his mind to go the whole | 
hog--and 
Stand upon his Pork. 





Epigram. 
‘Each man must eat a peck of dirt 
Before he dies.’, The proverb teaches. 
In haste to get this duty through. 
Our greedy M. C’s. eat their speeches. 





Why is Charles Kean like poison? Ans. 
Because he is the rats-bane of the Park. 





| 

| 

A Conundrum. | 
| 

The Question Answered. 
| 





- —~i Can the Ethiopian change his color? | 
é = We presume so, since the Ethiopians at the | 
— Museum are a set of sorry wights 
Movements in High Life. 
The Chimney from the five Story Brick House in Broadway—vid— 
Roof—to the Attic next Door-- where it was constantly waited on and | 
welcomed by a Body of “ Masons.” 





| to shoot the arrows of Wit at a blockhead, than to chisel insensible 


| “tricks of the trade” which others scorn, and of which this report of 


| warn the public of another base censpiracy now hatching agzinst us. 
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In-hew-man Practice, 


stone. Besides, is it not always expert with its native weapons of 
detraction and calumny? perfect master also of the hundred small 


our death was one. 
Now as regards ourselves, we do not meanto die. We cannot, shall 
not, wiLu not, die. But our chief purpose in writing this paper, is to 


We have positive information that the same parties who so unsuccess- 
fully tried to kill us, intend next week to spring upon the town that 
we have corns. We'deny it beforehand, and hereby declare that we 
have not, and never had a corn. So let the public beware—* fore- 
warned forearmed.” 












































MODERN TRAPPISTS KEEPING AN EYE TO BUSINESS. 






















































































Vell, now look here : you said you'd give me a horse that would beat 
everything on the road. 

And so I did. 

No you did’nt though, mine dropped dead at the twelfth mile, while 
Jacques did’nt give intill the thirteenth. 


Husbands Bewarce—Astounding Discovery. ' 


Pxorrssor Piriuepumpes—has ascertained the important fact that 
the explosive qualities of Cotton are infectious. Professor P. has come 
to this conclusion from the circumstance of his amiable Lady invariably | 
Blowing him up, whenever he presents her with a dress of that mate- | 
rial—an effect never produced—by the offering of one of Velvit, Satin, | 
Silk or French Merino! 








Desponding Moments. 


}fow weary, stale, and profitless, 
All things doth seem to me, , 

Like Hamlet do I find it hard 
To be, or not to be; 

Of all the scenes of life how few 
Are there we would repeat, 
And vet, forall the ills we have, 

This life is passing sweet. 


Deeeptions on our way attend. 
In dreams our lives are spent, 
Or fretted in the futile chase, 
Of that mirage, Content. 
What in the distance look’d so grand, 
Is mean as near we see, 
So few things, (save crack’d boots,) I find 
What they're crack’d up to be. 





The world was started fair at first, 
And gloriously God made it, 

*T was given a sacred trust to man, 
But man himself betrayed it. 

But of what use to grumble now 
About the ills that vex us, 

We'd better vote ourselves some farms, 
Some where ‘tween this and Texas. 


Made a month after being asked *“ Why 
Poets write better on fictitious subjects than 
facts ?” 


From Phalas, God, you surely know 
Comes all poetic fire! 

And fiction bears the palm because 
Apotto loves a Lyre 


| 
Impromptu! 








[Medical Dictionary. 


‘Tatrcum—(from éalk German.) <A greenish substance of a soft and 
soapy touch. Narcissus Smug, late of the Tribune, is Taleum, be- 
cause his talk is in substance greenish and of a mighty soft and soapy 
character. 


Tempte.—The flat part of the head above theears. The head of 


Narcissus Smug is all temple. 


Tuaricrrum.—(from ¢thallo, to flourish.) Goldsmith the writing 
masteris a Thalictrum, because he flourishes, but Yankee Doodle is not 
a Thalictrum, 


Tinerurs.—(from tingo to dye.) Cormier, the well known French 
dyer is a Tinetura or Tincture. Charles Kean when he dies in Richard 
the Third is not a Tincture, the Y is obvious. 


Tracura. (so called from its roughness; from the Greek trachus 
rough.) ‘The gallant General Taylor is a Trachea. 
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Why! I thought Children in arms didn’t count. 














































































Stapenduous Discovery !!! 





THE JUDY UNIVERSAL PANACEA, 


For the removal of Blne Devils, Ennui, Indifference, Lassitude and 
Melancholy, and the total and speedy destruction of every description of 
Humbug, whether of modern date or Jong and obstinate standing, a cer- 
tain and safe remedy for Republican and Kings Evils, a purifier of the 
principles of all Political Bodies, and real eradicator of Chalatanism and 
Quackery, an infallahie exterminator of Literary Rickets. 

In Wraprers, 
Price only six-and-a-quarter cents. 
Read This!!! 


To the Editor of Judy. 
Sir:- 

Gratitude that noblest impulse of the human heart, 
induces me——for the benefit of my fellow-men--to forward you a faithful 
account of the miraculous cure effected upon my shattered constitution 
by the exhibition of four numbers of your invaluable“ lor To Humbug 
and general Mental Renovator.” 

For a moment of justly to be condemned rashness, I was induced to 
subscribe for the Yankee Doodle, and little imagining the woes, in store 
for me, continued-—in despite of the advice of my best friends—to en- 
deavor to read it. The baneful effeet of this hazardous attempt, mani- 
fested itself at first-—by excessive drowsiness, this was rapidly succeeded 
by perplexing paroxisms of yawning and a general oppressive feeling of 
ennui and stupidity, together with the most melancholy reflections upon 
the jokes and total loss of laughter. 

My family alarmed by these symptoms, and ignorant of the cause, call- 
ed in a Medical practitioner of eminence, who for the first time saw the 
‘‘Doodle,” and after analysing its contents by my swallowing a few 
lines—-prescribed instant change of Type, adding that in my weak state 
he thought a couple of “‘ Emporiums,” might prepare me for stronger 
mental diet. 1 followed his advice, but instead of receiving any benefit 
from the proposed remedy, it rather added to my malady: it is true, at 
first I experienced some pleasant recollections upon the perusal of the 
jokes with which I had been familiar in my infancy, but the effect soon 
wore off and I was affected with a monomania as singular as shocking. 
I remarked in one column a paragraph invariably headed 

“A Beautiful Thought.” 

Inserted between an execrable attempt at a pun and insane musical crit- 
icism ; and the dreadful thought took possession of me--that I was chat 
* Pewutiful Thought” in most rascally bad company; to such an extent 
did tiis phrenzy go, that [ actually sent my wife for a paper knife and a 
piece of india rubber, and requested her to clean the soils from my face, 
and fiatten out my ‘dogs ears.’’ Before this the Dr. was again sent 
for, and upon his advice I consented to try the ‘Home Journal,’”’ the 
medical man thinking as it was more than probable, I had read all the 
Essays, Poems and Songs, with General Morris’s name in other gentle- 
mens works, there would be nothing to dread in the way of excitement 
from suspense or novelty. But alas! upon perusing the Letters of the 
Lady correspondents, my unhappy malady took a new form. I fancied 
‘* Euphemia,” “ Melinda,” and “ Lizzie Lee” were kind enough to sing 
me to sleep nightly, but no sooner were my unfortunate eyes closed than 
the three deities melted into thin air, and there appeared in their stead, a 
shabby, goggled eyed man, with dumpy legs and a shocking bad silk hat, 
who squatted himself Turk fashion on my chest, and amid all the tor- 
tures of a fearful night mare assured me in a thick fat voice he was the 
Emperor of China, Sir Robert Peel in disguise, the Cham of Tartary, 
Uncle to Generel Taylor, Godson of Henry Clay, Nephew to the Duke 
of York, Foster Brother to General Jackson, a native of Ireland, Hindos- 
tan, the West Indies, the United States, Daniel O’Connell. 

The agony I endured under this nightly affliction may be imagined but 
canot be described! It was fullowed by the most awful despodency, 
varied at times with a most savage desire to punch the Editor’s head. 
At length my malady arived at its most dreadful height, and in one of my 
paroxysms~—I shudder as I write!—-I actually proposed—-I trust my being 
insane at the time will be considered some excuse—to read a column 
aloud to the family! My dear wife tnrued pale, but thank Providence 
her presence of mind did not forsake her, she siezed the unconscios in- 
necents by the hair, aad rushed with them from the apartment. In 
less than haif an hour she returned and found me plunged iu the deepest 
melancholy, reading the fatal * Facetia !”’ Hope beamed in her face as 
she thrust a number of your “ blessing for the afflicted,” into my hands. 
rhe very firsr column opened my eyes to my folly and my lips to their 
laughter, Siezing the favorable moment, she threw the Home Jourual 
on the fire—which instantly went out=-and sent an order to your office 
for a future supply of your invaluable remedy. Since that day I bave 
enjoyed more than my usual healti, and double my {former spirits and 
happiness. I think it a duty 1 owe to society, to forward this statement 
which you are at liberty to publish. } 


— 
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The Standard of Manhood. 


“ Ou Frést Men.”’—Peter C. Brooks, of New England, is said to 
be worth $6,000,000; J. P. Cushing, $2,000,000; Abbott Lawrence, 
$2,000; Amos, $500,000 ; and William, $1,000,000; T. H. Perkins, 
$1,500,000 ; Daniel Sears, $1,500,000 ; the three Appletons, $1,000- 
000; Jonathan Philips, R. G. Shaw, and William Sturgis the same sum. 
Twenty-two million of dollars owned by 13 men.— Boston Post, 


The Head of an old family in the chivalric ages have on his crest the 
motto, ‘* Mannets moke the Man.” After this we were informed that 
** Worrn makes the Man, the want of it the fellow.” 

The Editor of the Boston Posi evidently holds this last definition of 
Manhood to be the correct one, substituting the modern acceptation of 
Worth for that originally intended by the poet. Since the ‘root of all 
evil” has brought forth so many sprouts of sterling manhood, and proved 
so productive of Worth and Excellence; ought we not in common 
gratitude to erect temples, where all might bow down and worship the 
benificent Idol of the Age. 

We are no longer surprised that the project of a monument to Wash- 
ington is abandoned ; for he, we believe, died comparatively poor; but 
in the name of all that adorns humanity, let us not treat the “ first men” 
of the present day so scurvily. We propose that a subscription is open- 
ed for the purpose of erecting a statue to J. J. AsroS, who must certain- 
ly be confessed one of ‘‘the foremost men of all this world.’’ For our 
own part we volunteer an inscription, and our Artist will sketch a de- 
sign, both gratis—to render them more acceptable to this “ first of 
men.’’? Succeeding ages will doubtless look back upon him as a demi- 
god, and bless us for handing down to them the effiigy of the mighty hero 
of stocks, who acquired greatness to the amount of twenty millions of 
dollars 

But in this custome of publishing annually the names and Worth of 
“our first men” alone; and excluding from due honor and fame any 
ladies who may have signalised themselves in the lists of Mammon; we 
detest the same spirit of invidious distinction that has always marked 
the conduct of Man towards Jupy’s sex. As we are uncompromising 
advocates of the ‘rights of women,” we shall rectify this injustice by 
publishing in a few daysthe ‘names and Worth of “ ourffirst women.” 
We shall be compelled to commence with Mesdamee Restells and Cas- 
tells ; as we believe they stand in the first ‘rank. Any heiress, or widow 
witha good capital, wishing to appear in the list, will please favor us 
with their names, and the amount of goods they are possessed of, no 

matter by what means acquired, nor is there any urgent necessity for 
confining themselves strictly to the truth in stating the amount. 

We also wish to inform our friends among the “first men” of the Re- 
public, that we have on hand a variety of epitaphs suitable for their 
tombstones ; in which we have ventured to strike into an original path, 
by abandoning the venerable nonsense, about “affectionate father and 
husband,” “ good citizen,” ‘an honest man,” &c. &c., and substitu- 
ting in their stead, a concise account of the actual amount of Worth 
accumulated in their lives. We venture to subjoin a specimen. 

$ 
g $ 

Memento Acquirene. 
Hic Jacet. 
Jacob Snooks who in the brief space of three-score and ten years ac- 
quired the sum of 
One million of dollars. 
He devoted the 
energies 
of his life, to the 
noble pursuit of getting money, honestly if he could, but whether hon- 
honestly or not, of getting money. 
READER 
Go thou, and do likewise. 
GLORIA IN EXCELSIS. THALERO $ $ 
EPIGRAM. 
Tur Hon. Wa. Kennnepy fna speech in the Hovse of Representa- 
tives principally advocating his privilege to cry ‘ba’ when a member was 
speaking or calling on him to sit down, strenuously advised the houss to 
abandon their ‘ rowdy’ amusements, On which eccentric speech Bus 
thus improviseth. 
If Kennedy do truly loath 
Things ‘rowdy,’ then I must confess, 
I'd very freely take my oath, 
Self-love’s a fault he don’t possess. 


AN AMBIGUOUS COMPLIMENT. 
An Ohio paper calls Sawyer “‘ a man of sound sense.” We must ad- 
mit that the only sense to be found in his speeches is all sound. If 





sausages could explode he would cartainly be a real thundersound. 
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| EPIGRAM, 
| On Chipman—inepired by his last speech 
True, in debate we muat admit, 
Your arguments are quite profound . 
} So deep your reasoning,—deuce a int 
Can any body see the ground, 








GENEROSITY. 
; It is said in certain quarters, that Mr. Polk's attempt to get 
Col. Benton off to the wars, arose from a generous desire on his 
part to promote his end. 


THE SOLITARY. 

The Hon, John Wentworth, we learn, is “read out of the 
Democratic party ;” but he disclaims having turned Whig on this 
account. So that he forms ‘a party” by himself. If there be 
truth in the old adage that “ Unity is strength,” his single handed 
party onght to be remarkably powerful. 


ALONE IN HIS GLORY. 

It is said that the friends of the Executive are failing off so fast 
that it will soon require all the patronage vested in him, to keep 
together an efficient administration. If it should come to the 
worst and Mr. Pork should be “ left alone in his glory,” his One- 
Man Government will have one advantage others have lacked—it 
will be singularly remarkable for unity. 


A DISHONEST MAINTENANCE, 

We sce that the Presipent’s Organist charges some members 
of his own party with the crime of not maintaining their princi- 
ples. The doubtless find it more convenient to make their prin- 
ciples maintain them. 

















EPIGRAM. 
Congress speeches to an hour glass 
Do some resemblance show, 
Because the longer time they run, 
The shallower they grow. 








EPIGRAMS, | 

On a penniless politician. iC oe 
That —--— owes nothing one safely may say, | JUDY S FLORA. 
For his ereditors find he has nothing to pay. | 





To individuals of sense 

It causes many vain regrets, | 
That ——— flood of eloquence 

Can’t serve to liquidate the debt. 

















Prorrssor Busu, reviewing a book in | 
the 7'ribune, says that the religion of Svwe- 
denborg equally with Christianity, insists 
upon its followers “doing the command- 
ments.” If we believe in this, and reflect 
how often the commandments are done, | 
we shall be greatly consoled by finding so | 
much virtue in the world—unostentatious 
virtue too—-goodness ‘* blushing unseen’’—-- 
for the decalogue is oftener ‘‘done”’ in se- 
cret than in public. If the Professor could 
but manage to graft his creed on public and 
private justice, how religious would our 
lawyers become, for we might rely upon it 
being done every hour of the day. 
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Senators Critrenpen and Manoum 
were talking the other day about the policy 
of the President in endeavoring to create ‘ ; 
Col. Benton Lieutenant General. ‘* What” So K 
said a loco foco overhearing them, ‘don’t a 
you consider Old Bullion qualified for the 
appointment?” ‘ Why,” said Crittenden, 
«I must confess that I consider him equal 
to any post.” 
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The “ Private Gentleman,” late of the 
Courier, on account of his beard and mous- SAGE AND ROUE: 
taches, may be said to have had a “ hair 
breadth escape”’ of being a baboon. 
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DOING DUTY. 


The Jury who this week acquitted Broruzr Seys, for his orthodox 
assaults on Sisrer Cram, qualified their verdict by insinuating that al- 
though their verdict was * not guilty,” yet there was no doubt he com- 
mitted the offence charged against him. ‘These worthy individuals may 
be truly said to have discharged their duty, for they have put it quite away 


from them 


LOGICAL. 


Shakspeare says ‘ Honesty’s a fool,” 
And if we may invert the rule, 

’Tis proved as clear as reason cnn, 
That Cireman is an honest man. 


EPIGRAM. 


‘Bruty Wicks” has made many speeches of late, 
Which the House would most willingly spare ; 
for it finds they possess such remarkable weight * 

‘That they are really a trouble to bear. 








CONGRESSIONAL PROCEEDINGS. 
Mr. Ingersoll said he theught--Mr. Wentworth said he was much 
aurprised-—Mr. Douglass said he did not believe it--Mr. Chipman de- 
clared it impossible-—Mr. IWgersoll repeated that he thought--Mr. Ken- 
nedy said the world would doubt. 


NATIONAL INTEREST, 


We sce Mr. Powx’s friends are extolling him for promoting the in- 
terests of the Nation, by making war on Mexico. It may be so, but 
we doubt if it can be said with truth that heis promoting the principal 
of the Nation by the same means, but none can deny him the honor of 
promoting the interest of the National debt. 








EPIGRAM. 


To a celebrated eloquent Councillor. 
He is a weathercock whose pliant mind—- 
Will yield to him who best can raise the wind 
He cheerfully will turn his lega) craft 
In meek obedience to the strongest draft. 


EPIGRAM., 


Life is a lottery, where we find 

That fortune plays full many a prank, 
And when poor Cripman got his mind 

*T was fortune made him draw a blank. 


EPIGRAM. 


Shakspeare has said that ‘* Honesty’s a fool,” 
(A maxim politicians seem to prize,) 
And we place firm reliance in the rule, 
Since Martin Van they say’s exceeding wise. 


A Lament. 


I have loved before but not as I love thee, 
Alas that now we should be doomed to part 
No friend have I to cheer the misery 
That springs with anguish from this asking, heart. 


T ne’er again can feel the transient pleasure 
Of gazingo hee: No though most unwilling 
I mark thy changing form, my only treasure, 


ie ge JUDY. 








And have but two cents left of my last shilling! 


























































} A NOVELTY. 

A committee of gentlemen has written to Mrs. Mason, requesting her 
| acceptance of a complimentary benefit at the Park. We are astonished 
to find tue name of Gen. George P. Morris has been taken from the old 
stereotype committee plate. Can that old tree be spared ? 


TECHNICALITIES OF ART. 


Familiarly explained by our PORTE CRAYON. 


In what does Effect consist ? 
In the proper disposition of light and dark. The streets of New 
York have a very poor effect, there being too little light and dicidedly 
too much dark. 


What is a Composition? 
It is the art of arranging objects so as tu adapt them to any particular 
subject. For a familiar example, inspect a New York Milk Can, the 
contents of which are frequent!y a composition. 


What is Contrast? 
Opposition or difference in any two objects as to position, &c. &c. 
A wealthy Stock-broker while crossing Wall street, is in strong contrast 
to the barefooted girl who sweeps the mud from the stones before him. 


What is meant by Keeping ? 

3 ; 7 : 

A due correspondence in all the parts. ‘The conduct of John Jacob 
Astor during his whole life, has been in excellent keeping. The same 
may be also said of the immense amount of money he has contrived to 
accumulate. 


What is a Mass? 
A bold or broad proportion iz any subject--Handing outinrelief. The 
masses of the present day as they are receiving more light, begin to ap- 
pear more bold. However, they need much relief yet, to give them 
their pruper proportion in the social picture. 


What is Harmony? 
It isa peculiar arrangement that shall conduce to beauty. Horace 
Greeley and Col. Watson Webb can mnake no arrangement by which they 
will be in harmony. 


TO THE PUBLIC, 


The success of the * Judy” being no longer a matter of doubt but a 
‘fixed fact,” the proprietors feel a just confidence in appealing to the 
public in behalf of their beloved mistress. Judy has been received with 
so much favor that were it not for the substratum of good sound sense, 
which lies at the bottom of all her wit and humor she wouid have been 
spoilt, as many excellent women are, by too much praise. The effect 
upon her, however, has only been to double her efforts to please and to 
make extraordinary exertions to make fast the popularity she has acquir- 
ed. Instead of reposing upon the fame she has so rapidly achieved, she 
is collecting fresh talent around her, developing new sources of wit and 
humor, and striking into life with her own sparkling qualities, the re- 
cesses of humor whicl: have so long lain dormant in the land. 

The Judy is issued weekly, and is illustrated with cuts executed and 
designed by the best artists of the country. Its chief design is to arrest 
public abuses and to expose the flying follies of the day. It watches 
with a keen eye the public men of the land, and never fails to put them 
in mind of the necessity of keeping straight before the people. 

The attention of agents through the country is called to this work. 

Agents by sending their orders to the following firms will be punc- 
tually supplied. 

H. Long & Brother, 32 Ann street. 

Burgess, Stringer & Cc., 222 Broadway. 

William Taylor & Co., Astor House. 

William H. Graham, Tribune Building. 

George Dexter, 32 Ann street. 


N. B. All communications must be addressed to Judy, 32 Ann street. 


TERMS. 
One copy one year, cash in advance - - - - $3,00 
Twocopies do do do - - - - - 6,00 
One copy two years do do - - - ° 5,00 
Five copies one year do - - - - - 10,00 


Eleven copies do do - - - - : 20,00 
And a copy gratis to Postmasters forwarding the money. 























